You Are Never 


‘Too Young 
‘To Win 


IT was the morning of November 2017, a morning that concluded my kinship with my father. 


His last words to me inside my home were, "Go away, scoundrel!" As a 10-year-old kid, I had 
not added “scoundrel” to my vocabulary until that moment. It seemed like he wanted me to leave 
the house. So, I made my way to the maidan’ cheerfully. I had just joined in for another round of 
hide-and-seek when I noticed flocks of sparrows returning to their nests. Though the sun had 


grown illusive, my mom did not show up. 

I came back home alone and knocked on the door. An unknown woman opened it. 

"There is no one here. Get lost!" 

Her voice was filled with annoyance. I quickly peeked inside with hope. My father was there. 
"Dad! Dad!" I shouted. 


He stood up from his couch. I could not understand his facial expression. Maybe it is called 


“sneering”. But he came to me anyway. 

"I do not know you. Leave the house. Come on!" 

"Is mom inside?" I inquired. 

"She has left for a trip to hell! On her broomstick and forever!" 


He broke into a belly laugh as he shut the door. I wanted to know where my mom was. I kept 
knocking on the door. Almost an hour passed. That woman opened the door with an anger- 


glazed face. She swiftly struck my head with something big. 
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The following morning, I found myself lying on the streets. I had a severe headache. I was at a 
loss, afraid, and starving. It had never felt so lonely before. The realization that I had nowhere to 
go endorsed the loneliness wholeheartedly. My eyes got heavy as my mom’s face appeared in 


my heart. At that precise moment, I spotted some tweens collecting trash. I went to one of them. 
"Why are you gathering rubbish?" 
"I make Money! Just need to fill this sack." 


He sounded proud to answer me. I knew money could bring me food. I joined him. I had earned 
20 taka’ by the afternoon. I rushed to a local restaurant and requested a plate of vaat’. Aaah! The 
musty aroma of vaat soothed my stomach as soon as it reached my nostrils. The taste lingered in 


my mouth for months. The flavor of hunger is luscious, indeed. 


The sun never missed going up and down on time. Those smelly trash-collecting kids became my 
buddies. The streets became my bed. A piece of brick became my pillow. The open sky became 
my roof. And I became someone unknown to myself. It all happened within the blink of an eye. 


Truly, time never fails to claim its unrivaled glory as a constant. 


Frigid gusts befriended the evenings as soon as February declared its presence in Bangladesh. 
Some nights I could barely feel my legs due to the cold winds. A runny was my partner for the 
entire season. Though Christmas carols had stopped months ago, I still hoped that someday my 


mom would surprise me and come up with a present. She never did. 


Without any exception, May stepped into Bangladesh with the furious sun. I began working at a 


factory that provided food and shelter in exchange for labor. I had to carry buckets of hot water. 
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I could barely move my shoulders after work. One day, I fell to the ground with the Buckets. My 
right leg’s skin was burned. My boss declined to pay for medical support and fired me. I learned 


one of the golden rules of life. Save your money, save your life. 


It was the middle of August. Bangladesh shrouded herself in a festive scent while Eid* stood at 
the doorstep. I managed to be a clown at the local park. I had to wear a heavy costume from 
dawn till dusk. It was hot and stuffy inside the outfit. The youngsters would often beat me up for 


fun. I never fought back. 


However, I earned 60 taka each day. I saved 20 taka. For 40 taka, I bought a plate of vaat, dal’, 
and a color newspaper. I would be over the moon while reading the newspaper under a lamppost. 
I used to keep late nights rummaging through business articles. I had developed that fascination 
with reading newspapers back at the factory. My day would have been imperfect if I had not 


gotten scolded for holding the newspaper before buckets. 


New Year’s Eve greeted me with anemia. I used to be tired and dizzy all day. When my body 
invited a high fever, seeing a doctor became inescapable. The local doctor gave me some pills 
and kept all my savings. I obtained both an empty pocket and a hungry stomach instantly. I did 
not know what to do. I had begun to cry on a bench by the bridge. Then a stranger stopped. He 
offered his cosmetic pity upon hearing my condition; he offered to grant me 100 taka daily if I 


worked for him. I did not ask a single question and accepted his offer within a second. 


My new job was to sell ice cream boxes. The boxes were heavy and loaded with ice cream cups. 
I had to walk for miles under the scorching sun. It was typical for my throat to be bone dry, my 


feet to be swollen, and my whole body to be showered with sweat. If one cup was left unsold, 
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I would remain unpaid that day. Indeed, this job was a blessing in disguise! 


I was late to realize what this job had transformed me into. A resilient follower of goals! It 
poured the persistence of winning into my soul; I would not take a sip of water until I had sold 
all the boxes. It taught me to push myself. It shrank my comfort zone a little day by day. Also, it 


enabled me to save around 50 taka daily. No matter what, I never spent one taka out of those 50. 


One day I came across a success story about a vegetable seller in the newspaper. The article 
asked me, "What if you ran a lemonade stand?" My savings made it feasible to envision the idea; 
I had saved 8,000 taka until that moment. The possibilities of taking the risk grew my heartbeat 
faster and louder. I was frightened and clueless. But when my mom’s face peeked into my heart, 
I jumped right into the idea. I worked heart and soul to make profits. I even skipped meals to sell 
lemonade. The hope that someday my mom would hug me and be very proud pushed me every 
second. Making an excuse, wasting time, or quitting was never on my agenda. I maintained this 


exact consistency for years, no matter how exhausted, lonely, or hungry I felt every single day. 


Well, here I am today. My struggle has been repaid equally. I have managed to sleep under the 
staircase of a big house. My bed does not feel so cold now. I have a real pillow. The headlights 
of cars do not disrupt my dreams anymore. I am not obliged to keep quiet when someone beats 
me anymore. I take showers with soap instead of sweat. I have meals thrice a day. I feed plates 
of vaat to street children. But nothing feels more soothing than the words I say in the mirror 
every day. "You are your hero! Your mom would be very proud." And I do not know how I have 


turned 16. 


This is my story of survival in today’s world. In my 16-year lifespan, I have watched a 13-year- 
old carry loads unimaginable for someone twice his age. I have heard of a 14-year-old emerging 
as a self-taught AI engineer. I have relearned the visions of love and humanity from a 15-year- 
old author. I have witnessed the definition of persistence from a 17-year-old Nobel laureate. I 
have perceived the heights of decision-making that an 18-year-old billionaire can reach. Finally, 


I testify to the cruelties of life that a 16-year-old can conquer. Then what are YOU younger for? 


The End 


